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sides rise sheer out of water so deep that the steamer lies easily against the very shore. But I must at least tell you how I got here.
We reached the Bluff, the first landing-place in New Zealand, on the ist April, and I could
not but think of dear J------V arrival there
twenty-eight long years ago. How I wished he and his were here still. ... I expected the Bluff to be some sort of a cliff, and cannot remember ever hearing that it was not; but it is nothing of the kind, only a sandy beach, and our captain declared that the only piece of bluff about it is its name! I went on shore, and found a very small town surrounded by low bare hills, on one of which is the signal-post; but though I walked up to it, I was not greatly repaid by the view, and my first impressions of New Zealand were unenthusiastic, which I
regretted for dear J------'s sake. Early on
Thursday morning, however, we reached Port Chalmers, and in the morning sunlight the town amid its encircling hills was most beautiful The atmosphere here has a wonderful purity that I noticed at once ; it reminds me of Italy.
I did not stay long at Dunedin, though I shall probably return there later. It is a very fine town, much changed and enormously grown since the days when we used to hear so much
1 Mrs. Stevenson's youngest brother, who was Marine Engineer to the Colony of New Zealand up to his death in 1869, and was greatly esteemed. A glacier in the Alps of the South Island is named after him*